FORMxFTXTTCPPBTCPHKCHRSf 


Distant Saying 


What is continuous 
in bending 
pushes its 


selves ahead, 
reverses,a mir- 
rora moving 


in another, 
of trees,say,a birch 
with little to oppose 
either way the light 


accumulations 
to and fro: 
those flares in 
meeting tree toimage. But with 


you,your present 
chaos of repose, 
you eye the order 
in order to hold 


it. When you Say it, 
anything 


is echo, 
none else 
there being 


no heart in the lonely 
matter ever,a figure only. 


Therefore you don't say what you say 
as the birch knows,and 
knows together. 


Wordless 
you'll become 


in the wind. 


